FRANK HARRIS

As I got up to fourteen or so my uncle started
to tell me some things "a boy should know." As I
look back at it now, I cannot see that these talks
had very much influence on me, except, perhaps,
to make me feel that what my uncle said was
right. He was so far removed from what we boys
used to term a "lull joy" that I was always in'
clined to do the very thing he wanted me to do.
Now, do not think from this I was an angel. Far
from it. But that wonderful uncle of mine knew
well the psychology of boy life, and he never
antagonised me, but led me by the right path
without my knowing it. Then, too, as I look back
at it further, my life was so full of physical activi'
ties that I had no time for any other thought. If
my uncle -went hunting, I went with him, though
from my very earliest years I had the strongest
repugnance to killing. I did learn to shoot, largely
because my uncle wanted me to learn, and it gave
me an opportunity to be with him when he went
to tramp the hills, or go in the boat to hunt ducks
on the slough.

At fourteen I was in high school, and at fifteen
my good aunt died. My uncle was quite stunned;
in fact, for a time it was thought he would go in-
sane. He cared nothing for his practice. FortU'
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